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"You would/' Ramsdell interjected."
"Well, why not? She's a bit of a historian, isn't she?
Besides it would give her something to do. She needs it."

Lewis answered lightly that Julie was playing too much
tennis to care to be shut up in the tower, but the thought
that, if he asked her to work with him, she might consent
had an increasing influence on his imagination, and he
began to be aware of her absence, to feel that there was in
the library an emptiness waiting to be filled. They met
less often now; scarcely ever was she unaccompanied; but,
when they encountered by chance, the presence of others
sharpened the intimacy of their private communication,
and, though they might part without having exchanged a
word, Lewis went on his way feeling that they had been
alone together. And yet, how little I know of her, he said,
returning to the cottage at the end of a morning's work.
Many women are like stringed instruments; they respond
to a touch, and we suppose that they have music in them-
selves. And he forced himself to think that she was what
she often appeared to be—frivolous, nervous, vain; power-
ful only in her power of interference. Was he not living, or
attempting to live, a life that was a perpetual challenge to
the interference of the world? Every child that sees water
lying still picks up a stick, breaks the surface, throws all
the reflected images into confusion, and nothing so cer-
tainly provokes the curiosity of women as the spectacle of a
man withdrawing himself from their company. In women,
curiosity may take many forms—hatred, contempt, even
love or the semblance of love. But whatever stick they
choose, some stick they will seize to set calm swirling, for
their fish are all in troubled waters. Calmness of spirit is
exclusive of their claims, the deadliest enemy of their

